32	PROLOGUE	[middle east
On the morning of the day on which I was sup-
posed to arrive at Baghdad I found myself some
twenty-five miles upstream, and as the raft-men
could not guarantee that we should reach the city
that night, I decided to get out and walk the last
stage of my journey. The gendarme who had
come with me from Samarra did not relish this idea
at all, so I left him on the raft and found my way
alone, guided for the last three hours by a golden
dome and four minarets which swam high in the
air above the mirage and could be seen for miles.
I reached them soon after noon, and found that I
was only at Kadhimain and had still five miles to
go, but that I could hire a victoria to drive me the
rest of the way. By tea-time I was sitting, dusty
and dishevelled, in the drawing-room of the Bagh-
dad Residency, and my solitary cruise was over.
My raft-men had been quite right in telling me that
they could not guarantee to reach Baghdad by
nightfall. They did not tie up to the left bank,
just below the date-gardens in which my own
house now stands, until next morning, when my
luggage was disembarked and brought on mules
through the crowded bazaars to the Residency.
I was rather disappointed with my first impres-
sion of the capital of the Caliphs. There was no
metalled road in Baghdad in those days, and the
British Residency and the headquarters of the
Tigris and Euphrates Steam Navigation Company
were the only modern buildings in the whole city,
with the exception of two houses at the edge of the
desert on the right bank which had been built for
the engineers of the Baghdad railway. This was
symptomatic of the two foreign influences which
were then at work in Iraq, of which the German

